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light flickering reassuringly over its familiar furniture, making^,
the girl among the water-lilies blush rosy-red and Thuella'sV *
picture of her father look forth with the lineaments of Pico
della Mirandola, that they expressed their impressions of that
scene in the kitchen,
"Do you think it will make any difference?" murmured
No-man, taking the advantage of the chance that so pregnant
a question gave him to slip his arm beneath her supine form.
"How can I tell? Don't, D.!—she only talked about Lovie
afterwards when I was helping her wash up. She's got awfully
fond of Lovie, D. If anything happened to—to me, I think
she'd be almost glad."
"Don't 'ee say such things, my treasure."
"But she would! I know she would. At first she made—you
remember?—all that fuss over me. But it's Lovie now. He
said she was an old maid; but / think she'd like to have a lot
of children	She's lonely; that's what it is."
"Maybe she'll come back to him now, and then per-
haps	"
"How long can women have children, D.? Don't—I won't
have it!"
He chuckled. "Oh, it all depends—how unkind you are to
me, Wizz!—Certainly till forty, and over that, too! She's
some years off forty yet."
There was a silence for a time between them, Wizzie meditat-
ing on the subject of women with "forty" in sight, and No-
man trying to get the feeling that he was caressing her out of
the bare fact of their inevitable contact as they lay side by
side.
Then Wizzie said: "I don't see how you could have written
your wife's name that day without knowing you did it if you're
not always thinking about her."
"Good Lord, kid! Have we gone back to ihatl I tell you I
didn't write it! Can't you take a plain answer? I don't know,
'any more than you do, how it got there."
"I suppose you want me to believe she wrote it—after being
dead for ten years!"
He was silent; and she went on: "Grummer used to tell of
a man she knew whose dead wife never left his girl a moment's
peace. She said that in the night	"
"Now that's enough, Wizz! If you won't let me touch you,

